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a possible business associate, and I concluded, and said so, that the
Swede must either have been drunk or was having a.joke with him.
V-----was hurt.
"You'll see," he protested. ''Immediately the war is over I'm
resigning my commission. We're going for a fishing holiday, the
Swede and I, and then I'm starting in business."
"Yes/' I answered scoffingly. "Fishing at the North Pole or
in a pot-hole in the Sahara Desert, perhaps, with billiard-cues for
fishing-rods and bait made of cigarette stubs. Well, look me up when
your Swede has done pulling the leg off you, and I'll give you a job
as commissionaire of the gymnasium.33
"But you don't know how serious he is."
V-----was beside himself with his inability to impress me.
"Everything is arranged. We are going fishing at MogilefF."
"Where?" I shouted.
"Mogileff," he repeated.
"Now I know who was drunk at the H6tel Astoria," I said,
and with that cultivated specimen of our mess-room repartee I
left him.
I told the joke to one or two others during the evening and
raised a storm of mess-room laughter over the idea that V------
should be proposing to go fishing at Mogileff when the war was
over. Mogileff had become the General Headquarters of the
fighting armies since the Tsar had taken over the command, and
as most of those I told the tale to, as well as V------himself, had
spent a large part of their recent lives there and were heartily sick
of the place, it should be evident what a gorgeous war-time jest
it was that the ass V-----should be solemnly proposing to go for
a fishing holiday there after the war was over.
Round about midnight I overheard someone else tackling the
indignant V-----about this project.
"But we shan't be fishing all the time," V------was still protesting.
"We're going to see all the places where the war was fought. Halmar
is terribly interested in the war. He's a student of military history,
he says. It*s his hobby. He has written a book about the campaigns
of Gustavus Adolphus*"
^ I was beginning to be sorry I had loosed the mess on to V------
this way.
"Look here, old chap," I said, "Pm sorry if I was a bit rude
about that job of yours. After all, why shouldn't you take up the
carpet trade? It's a perfectly respectable business. We'll maybe all
have to be business men when this war's over. Have a drink and
tell me some more about it"
Poor V-----was touched. He was ready to forgive me in a